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Our Place In The Sun 


Taylor had suspected that something was wrong when the drunken texts had begun to tail off. They'd started 
with the obligatory / love you. Please come here so | can suck your cock dry and fuck you senseless. PS: This is 
Dave and finished with / fink | haz | las drinky poo b4 sleep. Lubs you, T And that had been the last that he'd 


heard from Dave. 


Dave had decided, in some fit of madness, to rent an Airbnb and drag himself, and a box of wine, out to Ojai in 
order to attempt some work on the new album. Attempt was the operative word, especially when Dave was 


armed with the adult equivalent of a juice box. 


Being the good partner that he was, Taylor had decided that trying to contact Dave was probably a bad idea 
The other man would either be drunk, hungover, in a stupor, or somewhere in between. He might actually be 
getting some work done. So he'd loaded his own car with another of Dave's five litre alcoholic juice boxes and 


pointed his car north. 


Ojai was a beautiful little town populated with celebrities, spiritual seekers and tourists. It was the perfect little 
hangout for someone like Dave. No one would think of looking for him there and he might get some work done. 


Or he might just end up lying on the patio and frying in the sun while drunk out of his mind. With Dave it was 


either one extreme or the other. By the end of the week they'd either have a new album or a singer who 
needed a liver transplant. 


The little house that Dave had rented was as idyllic as the little town that it inhabited. Surrounded by shady 
trees, the white wooden house sat on the edge of the town Taylor could feel himself relaxing as he pulled on 
to the hidden driveway. As he stepped from the car, he could hear the tinkling of a fountain and smell the 
scent of the trees and flowers. There was no gritty smog and no roar of city traffic. Just tranquil perfection. 
He could see exactly why Dave had chosen it as a base for his five day long drinking/writing binge. 


He grabbed his luggage from the trunk and walked to the door beneath the veranda. As he'd expected, there 


was no reply when he knocked. The door, however, was unlocked and Taylor let himself in, part of him dreading 


what he might find. 


His fears were unconfirmed and he placed his luggage on the kitchen floor as he stared through the open plan 
living area to where is boyfriend sat. Dressed in just his underwear, Dave was sitting on the wooden floor of 
the house, his knees pulled to his chest and a notepad on his knees. A small handheld voice recorder sat beside 
him. Never looked up as Taylor crossed the floor and knelt beside him. Knotting a hand in to Dave's hair, he 
pressed a kiss to the other man's cheek causing him to cry out and stiffen. 


"Taylor?!" 


The drummer laughed and sat back on his heels. "Hey, you asked me to come here so that you could suck me 
dry and fuck me senseless." 


Dave gave him that look, the one that said that he didn't remember what he'd done in his drunken state. 


"Thought you might want some company," Taylor continued. "So here | am. Company. Whether you want it or 
not." 


He was sure that he could see tears in Dave's eyes and the older man's body appeared to grow a little heavier 
as his shoulders rolled forwards. The notepad dropped to the floor beside him and, like a pained child, he 


reached out to wrap his arms around Taylor as he let out a long and hurting wail. 
"Hey," Taylor murmured. "Hey. What's wrong?" 


Sitting on the floor, he pulled Dave close, allowing the other man to tuck himself against his chest. The singer's 
arms were tight around him and Taylor could feel Dave's tears through the thin fabric of his shirt. Stroking 
the other man's back, he gently asked once more, "What's wrong, baby? You can talk to me." 


"So scared,” Dave finally muttered. "So fuckin’ scared. What's going on in this fuckin’ world? We've managed to 
nominate a fuckin’ monster who's going to send us to fuckin’ war with another country that's as fuckin’ insane 


as we now are. l'm scared, T. Scared for now. Scared for the future. | want off this fuckin’ planet." 


ls that what you're trying to do here? Trying to get it out of your system?" 


He felt Dave nod against him. Taylor could feel the fear that radiated from the other man and it was no 
wonder that Dave wanted to get absolutely out of his face drunk in order to write the new record. He was 
terrified, and rightly so. Protests had erupted around the world and other countries were quickly shunning 
America. They were now the laughing stock of the world, ruled by a fumbling buffoon who preferred to spend 
his time on Twitter. 


He cradled Dave close and allowed the other man to cry out the pain and frustration that he was running 
through his soul. Taylor had made the journey with the intention of having his brains fucked out but that now 


seemed crass considering that the love of his life was falling apart. 


Taylor waited until the sobbing began to subside before he leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Dave's head. 
"I've bought food. Nice food. And I've got some massage oils in my bag. How about | cook you a meal and rub 


out some of those aches and pains. I've also got Twister in the car because, well, it's fun and | wanted you To 


think that | didn't come here just to lie in bed and have a little fun with you." 
Watery eyes looked up at him and, from behind a veil of stringy hair, Taylor saw the other man smile. 


It took him a while to get Dave off the floor and in to something more than just his two day old boxer shorts 
but Taylor didn't care. He was there to kiss Dave's heart and soul better and, for once, they were going to 


take it nice and slow. 


The kitchen was smaller than their one at home and Taylor found himself shuffling around the galley area 
while stealing glances at the overgrown garden through the tiny porthole window. The fountain that he'd heard 
on arriving was nestled among the shrubbery and plump, ripe oranges hung pulled at the branches of several 
trees. He could happily live out in Qjai. Retire and live with the oranges and the sun and the tinkling fountain 


He was cooking one of Dave's favourites; steak with mountains of vegetables and he knew that the older man 
must be feeling better when strong arms wrapped around his waist and wine tainted kisses were pressed to 


his cheek. 
"You're so good to me, T. So very good." 


Taylor paused and looked over his shoulder. He gave Dave a small before leaning in for a kiss. "You're good to 


me, too. Don't forget that, my friend." 


With Dave's arms still around him, Taylor continued to potter around the kitchen. He plated up the food and 


poured drinks; soda for himself and more wine, along with a glass of water, for Dave. 


They ate dinner out on the veranda. Taylor took in the sun-touched, citrus heavy air, inhaling it deeply as he 
picked at his food. From the corner of his eye, he could see Dave tearing at his steak as though he hadn't 
been fed in a week. As far as Taylor knew, he hadn't, probably eschewing food for booze. Seeing him eat made 


Taylor happy. He loved and adored Dave with all of his heart and he loved that his man had a healthy, filled 
out look to him. It was a look that made Taylor feel safe and protected from the world around them. 


As they ate, the sun began to make its daily descent towards the horizon. In its wake, the sun left a trail of 


stunning colours that Taylor rarely saw above the Los Angeles smog. 
"I's beautiful out here," he murmured. "You made a good choice." 


"It's great, isn't it? | thought it would be the perfect place to write this album. You know, the kind of place 
where you can chase away the negative thoughts and just really focus on the issues that matter. | could live 


out here." 


Smiling, Taylor reached across and gave the older man's knee a squeeze. "Me, too." He paused before continuing, 


"How about | find a sun lounger and we do your massage out here?" 
At that, Dave's face lit up and he leaned in to give Taylor a kiss. "ld love that! It's so perfect. Thank you!" 


He carried the dirty crockery back in to the kitchen and dumped it in the sink before going on the hunt for a 
lounger. Qjai was sun country so there had to be one somewhere. Taylor finally located several, complete with 
their long cushions, in a tidy little shed down beside the house. He hauled one out and back to the veranda, 
Setting it up, he headed back inside and grabbed the small bottles of scented oils from his luggage. 


"Grohl?!" he called "Come out here and get your clothes off" 


That was all that the older man needed to hear and Dave appeared from wherever he'd spent the past ten 
minutes hiding. From the screaming that Taylor had heard as he'd passed through the lounge, he'd assumed 
that Dave was laying down some kind of idea that had occurred to him. 


With Dave topless and face down on the lounger, Taylor set to work easing the kinks and knots out of his 
lover's back. And there were more than he'd imagined, littering Dave's shoulders, spine, and neck. His slick hands 
glided over his lover's skin, gently working and kneading, pushing out the stress that Dave had built up over 


the previous months. 


"You're tight," he murmured, "and not in a good way. Baby, just how much have you been carrying around with 


you?" 


"A lot," Dave muttered. "Sonic. The election Wondering what's gonna happen to our country. Feeling like I've 


fucked you and the rest of the guys over." 


"You know you can talk, right? You don't have to keep it bottled up." Taylor let his hands slide in to Dave's hair 
and his fingers began to work at his lover's scalp. "The Sonic tour took it out of all of us. You didn't have to 
suffer it alone. And you never did. But, baby, you've gotta open up and talk sometimes. Don't think that you 


have to hold it all in because you're the boss." 


Dave took a deep and laboured breath. "I know." 
"Good. Now relax." 
Taylor spent over an hour working on Dave and only stopped once the last traces of daylight had ebbed away. 


The garden's lights, hidden from view in bushes and branches, flickered on and Taylor breathed a sigh of 
happiness. 


"Wait here." 


Fetching a lounger for himself, he set it up beside Dave and curled himself up on to the comfortable cushion 


The night air was as lush as the daytime air had been and Taylor drew it in in deep, refreshing breaths. 
‘It's so perfect here, Dave. Do we have to leave?" 


His lover rolled over to face him, his dark eyes now swimming with love instead of a deep seated pain. "No, we 


never have to leave." Dave paused before a slow smile crept over his lips. "How about we buy this place?" 
Taylor grinned. "You're joking, right?" 


The older man shook his head, strands of dark hair falling over his dark eyes. "Nope. Not joking. Let's buy it, 


Taylor, and move up here. We can forget about the world out there and just live in a peaceful existence." 


Smiling softly, Taylor shuffled across his own lounger until he could reach out and rest his head against Dave's. 


"Just you and me?" 


Soft lips whispered over his own and a strong hand came to rest against the small of his back. "Just you and 


me. 
Taylor felt his breath hitch in his throat as Dave pressed himself closer. "Forever and ever?" 
Another gentle kiss followed by fingers winding in to his hair. "Forever and ever." 


Taylor relaxed and gave himself over to the kiss, his own hand finding its way in to Dave's hair. For a moment 


they stayed as they were, sharing one another's company, before he replied, "I'd love that. Thank you." 
"Our own little place in the sun," Dave murmured. 


He smiled and hugged the older man closer. "Our own little place in the sun" 


